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lighted by the amount of warmth that emanated from that
old-fashioned grate—No-man decided that he would postpone
washing up, postpone buying ink and paper and the few other
necessities he required till he had visited his dead in the ceme-
tery. This was one of his motives in coming to Dorchester, that
he might, by means of the familiarity of propinquity, overcome
a singular reluctance that had possessed him, all these ten years,
about visiting those graves. He had been ill himself of the same
epidemic when they died; and when he recovered and ought
naturally to have gone he found he could not bring himself to
do it! The very fact that Mona was such a constant presence,
that she was with him every morning and every night, made it
hard for him to think of her body—that body which had be-
come the object of all his idealism as well as all his satyrishness—
actually lying in a coffin under a mound of turf.
It was even now with not a little trepidation that he made up
his mind that he would go, go at once, go that very morning,
to find the three graves. Aaron Smith's relatives had been
buried there from the time when the cemetery was first used;
so that he did not anticipate any difficulty in finding out from the
officials where to look for the spot. His mother, as a waif from
the Principality, with no known relatives at all and with no
desire to go back to "the land of her fathers" (unless those
armorial gate-posts showed such a desire), was naturally buried
with her husband.
As for Mona herself, he well remembered how, when he
thought he was going to follow her, he had insisted that they
should be buried together; and he had a vague memory of seeing
her parents by his bedside through a cloud of delirium and of
imploring them to keep a place for him in her grave. Such a
place, he took for granted, had betn kept—not in the same
grave but between the girl and his mother—but Mona's rela-
tives in their distant home had contented themselves with rarer
and rarer visits to the Dorset cemetery.
Had Dud's businesslike landlord in his little shop below
been of an inquisitive turn of mind and on the alert for. the
goings-on of a crop-headed taciturn lodger he might now have
been surprised to hear a ferocious oath descending the stairs
from the landing at the top of the house.
A sudden realization that he was going to visit within an
hour the grave of the girl whose spiritual substitute he had em*

